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Sims  Reeves’  Illustrated  Soiig  Book 


DOW.V  IN  OUR 
VILLAGE. 

AVhett  first  I  was  a  shep- 
lierd*s,boy, 

Can  I  forgfet,  ah,  nev¬ 
er  ! 

The  simple  son^s  I  sun;^ 
with  joy, 

In  rustic'  strains  so 
defer. 

When  work  was  done, 
ell  clean  and  neat. 


From  sowing:,  plough 
5»  and  tillage, 

CaI  went  where  lads  and 
lasses  meet, 

W  '  Down,  down  in  our 


’Twas  on  the  green,  ^ 
f  A  here  they  all  danced,  ? 
1  first  beheld  myFanny.  i 
She  look’d  so  nice,  when  > 
she  advanced,  I 
None  half  so  well — not 
any.  < 

Now,  when  next  mom  ^ 
my  work  began,  ^ 
At  sowing,  plough  or  i 
tillage,  > 

I  thought of  nought  but  \ 
little  Fan,  > 

Down,  dowm  in  our  \ 
village.  ^ 


MV  dart  and  mam  cry,  »  rie,  for  shs 
And  laugh,  and  joke,  and  jeer  me. 
Because  I’m  young,  think  I’m  to  blan 
Fan  they  want  to  tear  me. 
But  lads  and  lasses,  dad  and  mam. 
And  sowing  plough  ahd  tillage, 

I  d  give  up  all  for  charming  Fan, 
Down,  down  in  our  village. 

But  I  don't  mean  to  leave  my  home. 
Nor  Fanny  yet  to  marry, 

5nr^%ii  _ _ a ^  ^  ^ 


A  life  by  the  galley  fire. 

A  life  bj  de  seUejAr<^ 

A  home  in  de  good  ^dl  ship, 

Where  de  waTee  curl  higher  and  hieh«r. 

Like  a  iiigp^er'e  under  lip  ; 

Like  a  coon,  in  a  cage,  1  pnflij' 

While  on  de  stan -still  nlNttZ 
Give  me  de  pickle  {|rine, 

AnAde  black  cabooee  onet  more« 

.  A  life  by  de^t  Ae« 

lit Ae  old  caboose  I  etan*. 

Among  de  fire  and  pot, 

Mv  dare  I  hab  conaman* 

Of  Mrittles  smoking  hot  ; 

1  lltrhnd  toast  my  ehlna^. 

Ahd  work  my  Md  jawbpiie, 

'Ad*  ^en  de  stotmoegina, 

1  ting  him  dis  yar  tune, 

_  A  lifb  by  de,  Ac* 

Wid  a  slice  ob  gfood  fat  ham, 

!  Cooked  brown  as  a  nigger's  tkhi. 

My  wittles-chest  1  craia. 

And  like  a  shark  1  grin* 

Afi^  when  eight  bells  hab  etruck 
Away  I  goes  to  roos% 

And  sleep  like  ablacfc  sea  duck. 

As’  dream  ob  de  ole  cabbose. 

A  life  by  de,  &c« 


And  when  the  northern  light  arose, 
The  sailors  swore  the  real  cause 
'OL  *Aora  fiorcalie  UEie 
The  that  ce|^ldn*t  get  cool  I 


This  tedium  is  intolerab  e— 

I’ll  on  some  alteration  hit : 

♦like  Megrim,  I  mat  AOU^self 
Just  to  enliren  me  a  bit* 

^  But  there*a  a  sameness  here,  good 

^^gmm  which  I  hope  ne’er  to  range, 
happy  smiling  fhcet  round, 

I  new  can  wish  them  to  change  I 

Going  oat  to  Market. 

Tune— ^  Going  out  Shooting.” 
Once  I  was  never  satisfied  with  how 
was  laid  out, 

I  thought  for  epee  that  I  would  pro- 
vide,  and  see  how  it  was  paid  our. 
He  money  w^t  so  precious  fast,  it 
^  almostiroesiiie  raving. 


J  ,g,t  Auwnthll  «W(et, 

penny.* 
Clown,*  for 

nSSS^Uivirn, 

oil,  ^an  Uwt «  aOTtn;  7 
My  a4fc,  Ac. 

Now  ^hew  they  found  thA'bees  and 
alfiiiM  got  intomy  noddre, 

^  «y  tail, 

>W^l*<*  «»«  MoUy  coddle ; 

Aad«»4^f  tte  (treeki  Uf«i*pass, 


dMd 

ittHgettsooll 


"IRie  man  that  eouldn’t  get 
cool. 

All  you  who  love  your  liquors  strong, 
pome  list  (Pll  not  detain  you  long,) 
unto  the  burden  of  my  song, 

_The  man  that  couldn't  get  cool ! 
Who  brandy  drank,  till  he  became 
wbot,’  he  seem'd  a  walking  flame, 
Amlkuch  aHBacchus  face  he  got, 
•Twaslilte%f^y^  red  red  Aot. 

In  nddM  of  wtoliry  rain  or  snow. 

If  staiidbig  s^l^  or  walking^low. 
Look'd  ever  ia^«.g1orioos4^l0w, 

The  man  thi^^1dn'tget4Cltol  f 
STnbkeiy,'|tenery,fl^ 
nashcry,spa»!kery,teiimfc,whiz. 

Jeminy  crafts,  how  hot  it  is; 

The  man  tbak  couldn’t  get  cool ! 
Great  coat  pr  cloak  he  never  bore. 
Mis  breast  kiiswhrays  bare  before, 
And  collar,  a  la^Bwon,  wore. 

The  man  that  couldn’t  get  cool  1 
A  sort  of  glory  yon  might  trace, 

S’er  shifting  roufid  his  sunny  face, 
He  glow’d  as  if  hsM  run  a  race, 
AhdHke  a  stove  he  warm’d  the  place : 
In  midst  of  ice  be  Mid  “ 


PlW«er*iwM^o*saiiiiiMe- 

UowwerwhiPK  my  mind  to  wxitl 

No  eavthiy  thinjf  can  ruffle  her. 
Her 'temper  is  so  very  smooth, 

">eet  with  scolt 
Who’ll  fight,  and  drink,  and  froi 
toem  range, 

I  ^sh  my  wife  would  thrasb  me  we 
Oh,  anything  to  make  a  change  1 

The  joys  of  haring  constant  health. 
I've  heard  the  ailing  often  praise  : 

I  m  thirty  turn'd  yet  ne'er  have  had 
A  whole  hour's  illness  in  all  mi 
days  I  ^ 

All^suffer  ^mething  but  pooril. 
Which  is  most  vexing,  gad-*  an« 
strange, 

I  can’t  e’eii  get  a  broken  leg. 

Or  anything  to  make  a  change  I 


- prespire. 

And  whencfVer  splash’d  by  rain  oi 
mire, 

and  sputted  like  a  fire, 
Tmman  that  could’nt  get  cool  I 
As  in  the  flelds  he  sometimes  lay 
To  chiH  himself,  hiS  nose,  they  say, 
fielMre  to  several  ricks  of  hay, 

I%c  mapthat  coasldn’t  get  cool  ! 

Of  course,  thfii  coitntry  soon  for  him 
Became  too  hot,  so  he  by  steam 
Kesolv’d  to  visit  the-icy  pole, 

And  while  on  board,  for  want  of  coal 
llie  ship  would  hats  been  forc’d  to 
stop. 

But  in  the  boiler  be  did  pop, 
A^thus  the  proper  steam  kept  up^ 
Xhf  man  that  couldn’t  get  cool  I  f 
By  brandy  drinklng  he  a  sight 
At  lost  became,  for  all  a  light,  / 

^  about  the  polar  nitfbt,  ( 
tnm  that  coultlii’t  get  cool  n 
^ke  fam  d  snap  dra|pm,bttiwifilrAim 
Molhen  appear'd,  wnihill  the  crew; 

tJi*m  «®^*dnotdotrse  Lit 

OiVMffliieir  'bucca  pipes  bv  him. 


isrery  one  Out  I  can  meet : 

Can  fall  Into  the  liver, ^or 
Can  get  bumtpijt  or  some  such  treat 
1  leaves  candle  carelessly 
At  home  out  kt  liight  I  range. 
But  I  ne’er  jihd  my  house  burnt  down 
I  Or  any  thing  to  make  a  change  1 
For  years  have  I  belonged  to  clubs. 

And  money  paid  and  pay  it  still/ 
But  ne'er  have  had  a  farthing  diitl 
For  luck  I  ne'er  had  to  be  ill  i 
'-^is  not  that  I  the  tnowey  want. 

But  rd  the  sainehesA  disnrnange. 
Oh,  for  a  little  wholssome  pain. 

Or  anything  to  toSke  Atbangcl 

lynching  ravemraaly;  I’ve  seen, 

l^eragged  rasca!%  appetite  ;  !  j 

On  luxju^fes  I  feast  each  day.  ,  d 

^*1®  4«ilkrybee>titiljfeai^^ 
But  oh!  tor  biuiid SiH  wjdMIm 

Or  anything  to  iirtrtte  14 


3 


'He  telle  me,  in  danger 
.  dietei^- 

tt  Wils  m*.  in  iai^r.  l^aDM. 

All  tlx  •loriT'lx  (• 

If*  dishonour  liaircv*^  proftnt ; 
He  telU  BMt  the  d^rm/f  ei|i^cQee 
la  frieiKt^  ! 

%  tells  me  Uvf  >ttt  h  ^^eet  is, 

ReemiDju  theii  iT^  ,  , 

Atttf  tfiV  m  it  m4t  4f^reel;  it, 
Yel  hetold  me  in  whispers  Pi|e4a3r» 
bneday-r- 

•*  Keep  in  Venice,  year  hand  on  yewr 
HP. 

On  y«nf  Hp,—yes^  en  yeer 
*TiB  e  spot  ddightfnlVy  f  ay : 

Yet  they  should  hea?  yeo  ealy^say— . 

Tra»U,,i9.I|i,Io/* 

I  haew  that  he«Mpfihl9^feeleiii 

All  the  ealne  of  esinmaand^ame, 
Wog  himeelfaendhmcoiMmiyiths  tmmm 
I  know  that  if  seetew.  apf  stleth, 
ilUdwacl  ne’er  rcihetethits  ohdoiia 
I  know  that  if  war  or  if  peaeais, 
Pr«deioe<1e.ew  his  {dde ; 

Tsi  pgSTt  iht*^ 

Only  Inct  nlpht  ha  told,  measlde, — 
Aiide^— 

**Keep  in  Vealee,  yohr  h^  en  ytMur 
Up, 

On  your  lip^yee  on  ye«rl^,» 

*Tis  a  spot  deftyhifeUy 
Yet  they  shenld  beer  yon  enAl  «IF^ 
Trn,  in«K  K.In%*^ 


The  Dart  of  lore. 

THE  dart  of  lore  wMlpM^sod  dlit 
From  Folly’#  wing  Ahny  ihf» 

Until  he  tried  his  shidhtOishoot 

In  Beauty’eheariena  dayi  i 

He  miss’d  the  maid  so  dfl,  *«to  aeki,  { 
His  aim  became  nntmo. 

And  Beanty  Ungh’d  sis  hie  inet'  shadil 
He  from  the  cpshfer  di«!Wo 
•  In  rain,”  said  jihd»*^yphl|iPPhiMa^ 
Yen  little. spiiefilMnfr- 
*  The  feather  on  yenr.ilMift  liSeeiOe 
When  pinch’d  from  VollyViWlliB6** 

BntCn|dAteen,fimihnmwa  ^ 

And  fitted  to  Ms  aUing, 

And  each  nem  AmA  im  gseAmi^d  fhem 
His  own  bright  glomy  mtaf. 

He  shei,  siDtil  no  plnpn#  we|  left 

Tn  niA  hhn^ 

An4rBcen^r  #mUed^  [speni  ghn  diM  Mi 
Yrhen  ho  nn  marenmaAflya 
«•  How,  Cispid,  f  PA  thine/^  ahiKiaid 

«« LMOf  ^eH  diy  nrchei;  iday. 

Far  Beap^  ^d#  wh^  MKf 

-  Lore  Mi  Opt  ftp.  owey. 

— - ^ fiseiunwe 

MIOOTT  M«i»  •1*)| 

uiK<B  wfawM. 

TAjib#,ilO#W  !»•«*««• 

My  lay-y  •  W 

AinH^w-knUly  «l*Mag«  ,  ^ 

All  the  cod*  of  G*<U  <i«Qfthri. 
aooa  AAlcAi^*  llutl  N  aiOVifc  , 

,  Soon  (hoir  okon  omaliww** 


The  Irlah  Emigrant. 


Tfc>  occ»i  cxiimaiial>i,it— *  *  c***". 

•nd  tb«  |Mfc«ia,ilowd  OBd  M*. 
Aad  the  d*orM>oOyai»Mlft'Mhy,*M>d 
UM 

,13k».|||MA  aKwcod*  M«qrv  Om 

dev 'cn  MdM  mulMvw  ' ' 

The  lai  hh4onA  iin|i  is  hr  my  eel-,  end 
tlmdom^'h^fpwipnnjpNn, ^ 

Bnt  1  lnisetbw^fl  clasp  of  ydnr  liend, 
ftad  lhy  irekan^te^h  on  ipy  ^cheek;* 
And  1  still  keep  listeoiBg  fef«slie.wordt 
momny  tpeifk. 


*Tii  hnl  a  sfep  dewh ^yonder  faiie,. the 
rUisfa  ehii^^ 

The  chiobh  whm«m,wfe  I 

see  the  spite  ftwn  hiwo; 

Bimpm  gnurifiipod  Ued  between,  Mary, 
end  my4ie|#mi||ht  break  your  rest. 

Where  I’re  Hdd  yo«,  dertihg,  down  to 
simp,  wMa..  jmnriknhf#  en  yenv 


rm  emi  >  ifPMdyv  for  the 

poor  mahnnOLdemihieiida, 

Bat  oh,  shey  ^n  the  hcUer  the  tew 
oar  Fe^feiiM, 

And  yon  were  nUI  hiri,  Ifery,  my  bless- 
ing^enftn^  pi^de, 

Tbere^s  ns^hing^  left.  la.  cpire  fhr  oop, 
imce  ity,  |iem 

Tm  bidding  yon  a  Jo|BJ^r«Yell,my 
Ifarykind 

Bm  i^i^  not 

landlVgoiniHW^  ( 

They  say.thofe^s  Nead  and  wnrh  for 

all,A:ghd->on«ehuieaalwnyettiepe, 
But  I’ll  not  forget  old  Ireland,  were  it 
ftfty  timea  aa  fair. 

BMittl»i^a«Vai*. 


ONEnitbtf*ydwm*hbart  woo. 

When  I  was  laA  and  lonelyi^ 

I  He  lookeAso  hind  endharidome,  too, 

I  |emd  hhp  endJUbnenlfy* 
i  The  rillage  chime  wMifAPfri  time, 
.Wbnhconld  1  dos  dear  rnimse  l 
;  Vor,  aa  1  lire,  I*d  nought  S0i4i>ve, 

;  j^hrondAodnhease,.aiHi4is^ 

Bat  biead  and  nbecie,  flee* 

He  arimdnW'UmMi  with  sneh  a  grace, 
dPhatWemiifeenldgeliase  faitn  f 
{ I  think, bad  yon  been  ia  my  place, 
Ton’d^aay  ’lame  right  to  ehoese  him  ; 

I  hang  my  hand,  and,  simpering,  sgid, 
What^ceiMI  say,  dear  misses? 

I  will  be  thine,  thoiigb  we  shonld  dine 
^  Wn  htd^  and  cisi^  and  hisses. 

On  bread  and  dMWse,  Ac. 

bma  Aw>pUg|  im 
I  printd  hie  golden  present, 

I  WM^seems  like  n^ie  to  dieelose 
•  Bnih  sMnmiA  semsMng  .piemnnt. 

I  His  cheerfal  sariles  encbcire  begnilas, 
Belisrt  am,  deariet  misses, 

;  *Tis  blise  to  aUaiw  with  him  oar  fare, 
i  ThOdgh  brend  and  cheese,  &  kisses. 

Thengh  brand  nnd  cheese^  Ac, 


Yes,  I  have  dared  to  love 
ikMe. 

YEn,  I  hareftlmsd  cn.lore  thee, 

Colfl  and  slniseless  though  I  ampij. 

And  sweM  hasre  been  the  phantaiba 
Ortfcis,  my  baarlft  first  dmaqs. 

7hn  tpn  does..apt  a^biighier  bMos 
On  all  creatieo  pour,, 
Than^lutwbhc^paw  light#  nfiriUnorigd, 

AlUmhe  Shines  oa  hiH  and  dale, 
Oworalley,  mount,  and  sea ; 

And  as  he  is  to  one  of  them, 
Thoa'rt'ereo  that  to  me. 

’Twas^not  thy  b^uty  #hAl.eMhealM, 
Aadye^thy  form  is  f^r;; 

The  painter’a  eye  wou^d  lone  to  dwell 
Ou  all  the  graces  there. 

It  waathy  meataf  loveMoess 
That  hoand  my  s  »ol  to  thine  ; 

And  made  me  dream  of  h#ppicnfa^ 

Oh,  can  it  e’er  be  mine. 

Thy  msgic  tones  have  lopen  iwe» 

Into  paths  belerenatrod, 

Aii4  led  by  wondering  npirko  hack, 

A  esptire  to  itn  God . 

Yes,  . still  this  lonely  heart  mugtlara,. 
Eren  I  knew  not  kow  well, 

Until  the  hUght  of  .sieJiuesa 
On  thy  youthful  haoiity  feU.. 

1  thought  *twas  admilratibB, 

And  esteem  I  felt  before. 

Bat  then  1  knew  I  lored 

And  in  that  hour  I  lored  thee  mure 

Then  ehide  me  not,  if  1  co#fe#s> 

My  heart’s  no  longer  free ! 

'i'bott  hast  made  me  lore  thee,  lovely. 
Then  ean  I  help  loring  thge. 


My  Village  Home. 

riiuaioi^t  Mmy’oc} 

MY  rillsge  home,  my  village  home. 
How  dear  thou  art  to  me  ! 

Tho’  many  years  have  passed  away 
Since  last  I  quitted  thee  ; 

The  hiUs  and  djale#  are  green. Ihta, 
The  lark  sings  just  as  gay. 

But  Ibosel  loeed  ere  changed  and  gone, 
For  erer  passed^nway, 

My  riliagniiom«,d:cr 
The  rillage  elmrt^,  the  vOlege  church* 
I  see  it  ’mid  the  trees,  _ 

Again  I  been  the  merry  bells  ' 

Upon  the  passing  breeae ; 

The  ▼atley^grean,  the  ail  vet  brook, 

Are  all  beloved  by  me,  . 

But  these  I  pciaed  ebore  them  all, 

I  nnrer  more  chall  see, 

ily Wttage-  heme,  Ac. 


AJks*JI;bf]i8«  dumei^  to 

"wMedy  pwlmg. 

ALAS,  those  chupcs^sp  awe#  t|y jpegUng 
OenUe  dulcet  to  my  c^r, 

Sound  like  pity’s  voice,  reyealigg  t 
To  the  dying  death  i»  neat  1*’ 

Still  he  slumbers,  hyw  serpneJiy, 

H  ot  a  sigh  dUturbs  Jh|s  rest ; 

Oh,  that  angels  now  might  waft  nim 
To  the  mansions  ef  the  Mrat 
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That’s  the  way  she  sarved 
me  out. 

SoM  poets  prftUt  the  la4in  fair. 

Their  be&aty,  wisdom,  'modest  air  , 

Bat  oh|  if  they  had  got  a*  wife 
Lihe  me»  l*m  sure  thty*d  cum  Ibelr 
life. 

The  very  week  that  we  were  wed. 

My  mind  was  filled  by  her  with  dread  ; 
She  *gan  to  sneer,  to  jeer,  and  fiout. 
And  that's  the  way  she  sartred  me  o«t. 

I  soon  beheld  in  her  a  shrew. 

My  blighted  bliss  began  to  rue  s 
Her  mind  was  fixed  on  balls  and  plays, 
Instead  of  home’s  domestic  ways  : 

And  If  by  chance  I  said  a  word. 

She  soon  replied, « »Tis  quite  absurd  ; 
1*11  ge  where’er  I  please,  yoo  lontl'’ 

And  that’i  the  way  she  sarred  me  ent 

My  wife,  like  olhers,  aight  and  day. 
Would  dress  in  silk,  in  fashions  gay; 
And  then  by  way  of  airing,  sw'dll 
In'  Regent  Street,  or  famed  Pall  Mall. 
My  hard-earned  cash  so  quickly  went ! 
But  she,  alas!  was  not  content ; 

My  clothes  she  soon  put  up  the  spout. 
Yes,  that  s  the  way  she  served  me  out. 

Soon  after  this  ’twas  my  fate  to  see 
A  friend  of  her’s  she  asked  to  tea, 

And^  said,  in,  furtful,  modest  tones 
**  I  introduce  my  cousin  Jones#** 

Bat  cousin  Jones  soon  luroeed  to  be 
My  wife’s  most  ardent  lover ;  he 
Would  meet  her  oft  at  ball  or  rout. 

And  that’s  the  way  she  aarveil  me  ont^ 

But  fate  exchanged  n.y  woe  to  bliss— • 
My  wife  fled  me:  ’twashappifiess  ; 
And  should  1  once  again  bo  tree,  ' 

I’tl  live  in  peaceful  liberty : 

For  of  ail  the  evils  of  this  life. 

They  'll  tease  you,  vex  you,  sneet  and 
flout,  % 

And  that’s  the  way  they’ll  sarve  yon 
onu 

The  song  my  mother  sings, 

[Music— at  Davidson’s*] 

It  is  the  song  my  mother  sings. 

And  gladly  do  I  list  the  strain, 

I  never  hear  it  but  it  brings 
A  with  to  hear  it  sung  again. 

She  breathed  it  to  me  Jong  ago. 

To  lull  me  to  iny  baby  rest. 

And  as  the  murmured  soft  and  low, 

I  slept  in  peace  upon  her  breast. 

Oh, gentle  song!  thou  hast  a  throng 
Of  angel  times  within  thy  spell; 

I  feel  that  I  shall  love  thee  long. 

And  fear  I  Jove  thee  fai  loo  well. 

For  though  I  tom  to  hear  thee  now,  1 
With  doetiog  glance  of  wms  delight;' 

In  after  years  I  know  not  how 
Thy  pla  inti  ve  notes  may  dim  my  slg U . 
Thai  mother's  voice  will  then 
I  hear  it  falter  day  by  dayf 
It  sonadeth  like  a  fonutaiu  rili. 

That  trembles  ere  it  cease  to  play. 
And  then  this  heart,  thou  gentle  song. 
Will  find  an  auguish  in  thy  spell  ; 
’X'will  wish  ii  could  not  love  so  long. 

Or  had  not  loved  thee  half  so  well. 


Ifiss  flon  Vwikk 

Air.— «’A  mim*s  i  ma  far  i*  liui.» 
Mim  Flora  Ffak.  al  acahcM 
She’d  hhlsh,  aeufllliile,  imdit^atr 
Her  fhcd  war  ewuut;'dke*d  pr^  fae^ 
With  a<preftyhi^  far  •*  that.  - 
And  a’  that,  and  V  that, 

A  ten^np  nose,  and  u’;  Ihitt 
She  always  eaid  ihe  was  a  psaid, 

But  ehe’d  a  baby  untt  far  a’  that* 
81m  huttuete  press’/d,  imia  nicely  dl^’d, 
In  a  polka  eloak,  and  a’  that  | 

She  wore  %  veilmblike  a  eail. 

And  a  bustle  larg%  anda’  that. 

And  a’  that,  and  a^tiiat, 

Hy  nice  kid  g^ovfis,  and  a*  that, 

She  drank  nought  but  tea,  but  then  do 
youioo, 

It  hadu  ru^y  enmll  far  a’  that* 

8ho  could  not  eat  the  poaunon  meat. 
But  ducks  and  geese,  and  a’  that : 

’OSi*‘ ^ 

But  I  faund  her  out  for  a’  that : 

And  a*  that,  and  fi’  that* 

^  She  could  doher  whaek  for  a*  that. 
For  she  0^  m  day,  just  far  a  stay, 

A  tub  of  wilka  for  a’  that. 

Sim  used  to  faint  at  tho  alglit  of  paint. 
But  her  checks  were  red  jfor  a*  that ; 
Her  locks  fell  slack,  in  ringlets  black, 
But^they  wamH  her  own  for  a’  that. 
And  a’  that*  and  a*  tlmt^ 

Yet  she  wasn’t  gay  for  a’  that. 

To  h^s  she’d  go,  if  not  too  low, 

And  dance  in  tights  for  a’  that. 

She  served  out  fraets  and  pious  facts, 
For  Sunday-schools,  and  a’  that; 
ant  prayers  she’d  go  down  stairs, 
i^d  sing  comic  songs  and  a’  that. 
And  a’  that,  and  a’  tm,  i 

CBl,  how  she’d  change,  and  a’  that 
To  serwt  girls,  and  cookey’s  pals, 

She  fortunes  told  and  a’  that. 

One  di^,  alas !  it  came  to  pass, 

1  found  her  out  and  a’  that, 
so  it  appeals. 

For  bigamy  and  a’  that* 

And  a’  that,  and  a’  that, 

Th^h  she  went  wrong,  for  a’  that, 

1  really  think  Miss  Flora  Pink 
Was  a  nice  young  girl  far  a’  that. 

The  Wild-Boar  Hunt. 

[Mmir  at  Davideon’e.] 

See  the  bright  moonbeam  of  gold  lights 
the  mountain. 

Soon  will  hegild  both  the  morass  sad 
flood  ; 

Bow  the  wild  boar  drinks  from  Nature’s 
clear  fonntain, 

hiiblood. 

H*rk,  tb.  born  calls  away,  and  atarta 
the  wild  boar, 

Wh.n  boldly  w«  foUow  tliroogh  forest, 
oer  moor, 

While  our  dogs  bay  lend  and  our  horsci  . 

neigh ; 

Tbrongh  brnrfiwood  and  dangers,  hwk 
and  away, 

^hwtbe  boar,  who  roar  as  loud 

*'■■"1^  •  bnrsdng  ' 

^*******(*00**"^  **  "-ktng  . 

Va  dash  tbron,  t  ih.  thicket,  eud 
swim  thiooc.  the  loodt 

Slmge  nnimalsra*.  thok  coTort. 

^  10  wonder: 

Birds  to  the  ai|  gtll  away  their  « 
yoong  brood* 


Hark,  um  yager  k  HastV  the  boar’s  fa 
•iflliAt!'  , 

Out  dogs  gather  round  kirn ;  he  tepas 
lotlfafi^t,  ^ 

But  our  dogs  turn  kmk  frolta  his  tusks 
.  athay^.  * 

Then  again  to  thf  chace— Hark,oD,aad 

To  huBl  thy  boar,  tec 
like  thunder  he’y  roaring,  like  Itghtofag 
1  we’fe  flyiag; 

The  dogs  again  grapple,  again  be*s 
at  bay; 

The  javeline  flres  hfas,  and  though  he  is 

I  Dogs  be  throws  firop  him  till  lifeless 
they  lay* 

Hark,  the  horn  sounds  his  knell  and 
lathers  the  hand, 

With  ’avelfas  raised^  round  the  carcass 
we  etauci ; 

Tfaea  moantiag  our  steeds,  right  home- 
ward  we  stray; 

Till  the  morning’s  sunbeam  shall  call 
os  away. 

Te  hnnt  the  boar,  te. 

Fancy  the  Pair. 

[Music-iii  Bohinaeii’a.] 

While  larks  with  little  winge 
Fanu’d  the-pi^  air, 

Tatting  a  breathing  spring. 

Forth  I  did  fate: 

Gay  the  sun’s  golden  eye 
Peeped  o’er  the  mountains  high, 

Such  thy  morn,  did  1  ewj, 

Fanny  the  fair. 

In  each  bird’s  careless  song. 

Glad  I  did  share. 

While  yon  wild  flowers  amoBg,* 

Chance  led  me  there ; 

Sweet  to  ihe  opening  day. 

Rose-buds  bent  the  dewv  wsy* 

Such. thy  bloom,  Aid  I  eapi 
Fanny  the  fair,  v  ^ 

Down  in  a  shady  walk, 

Doves  cooing  were, 

I  mark’d  the  cruel  hawk, 

Caught  in  a  snare; 

So  kind  may  fortune  be,  ^ 

Such,  such  make  hia  destiny," 

He  who  would  injure  tkee, 

Fanny  the  fair* 

Forgive  but  don’t  foi^t. 

[Music— at  Robinson’s.] 

I’m  going,.  Jessie,  fat  from  thee. 

To  distant  lands  beyond  the  sea— 

I  would  not,  Jessie,  leave  thee  now. 
With  anger’s  cloud  upon  thy  brow; 
Remember  that  thy  mirthful  friend 
Might  sometimes  tflqucbut  ne’er  offend* 
^at  mirthfal  friend  is  sad  the  while,^ 
Oh,  JesstCe  give  a  parting  smils. 

•hottldWencUhip  hII.SSyS.5Jt 
Our  little  faults  on  either  side  1 
Firom  friends  we  love  we  bear  with  thosa 
As  thorns  are  pa;:doned  for  the  rose ; 

The  honey  bee  on  bu^ 

Produces  sweets,  y^i  bears  a  sting,  . 
The  purest  gold  ninst  need  aUoy, 

And  sorrow  Is  the  hiwse  of  joy. 

_  ^  ^  ■  t'm^gOing,  Ac. 

nen,  oh,  forgive  me,  ew  ipait,’' 

And  if  some  corner  in  thy  hs^t, 

For  absent  friend  a  place  might  be. 

Oh,  keep  that  little  place,  for  me. 
Forgive,  forget,  we’re  wisely  told. 

Is  held  a  maxim  good  and  old  ; 

But  half  the  nsaaim’s  better  yet, 

Then,  eh  forgive,  but  don’t  forget. 

I'm  going,  &c  . 


The  Englishman. 

[Umie—at  Cnuncr  tad  0*^1 
There’s  a  land  that  bears  a  wclMmiiiii 
name,  a  , 

Tho’  ’its  bat  a  little  spot; 
rris  first  on  the  Maaitig  scroll  of  iiaaM^ 
And  who  shall  MT  1*  not. 

Of  the  .fieathless  ones'  who  shine  Sc 
111  arms,  in  heart,  in  song. 

The  brightest  the  whole  wide  worBii 
can  give. 

To  that  liti|a  land  belong. 

’Tis  the  star  of  the  earth,  denjr  it  wh» 
can. 

The  highland  Home  of  an  Bngliabaiaak* 
’Xis  the  star  of  the  earth,  &e. 

Theresa  a  flag  that  waves  o’er  sv’ry  sea^ 
1^0  matter  when  or  where; 

And  to  treat  that  flag  as  aught  ballW 
free. 

Is  more  thon  the  strongest  dare. 

For  the  iion-spirits  that  tread  the  dedl,^ 
Have  carried  the  palm  of  the  brave»^ 
And  the  flag  may  sink  with  a  shot  torsk. 
wrec*. 

But  never  floar  o’er  a  slave. 

Its  bononr  is  stainless,  deny  it  whr  eaa^ 
The  flag  of  a  true-born  Englishman. 
Its  Uononr  is  stainless,  Ac, 

The  Briton  may  travers  the  pole  or  zonW) 
And  boldly  calm  his  right. 

For  he  calls  such  a  vast  domain  his  own^ 
Thet  the  sun  never  sets  on  his  mighty 
Let  the  haughty  stranger  seek  to  know,. 

The  place  of  his  home  and  birth. 

And  a  flush  will  pour  from  ceeck  tw- 
brow. 

While  he  tells  of  his  native  earth. 

’Tis  a  glorious  charter,  deny  it  whoo8>*. 
That’s  breathed  in  the  words  ** 
an  Englishman.^’ 

It's  a  glorious  charter,  die. 


Song,  of  Ow  S!4r^ 

batididn*!.] 

With  flBfw*  wimry  asd  worn. 
With  heavy  aad.ieti,, 

A  w<^n  sat  in  unwomanlf  rw 
Fltinr  her  nMdle  aitd  thread, 
8^h  i  ititchl  atiteht 


In  the  east  the  rising  sen 

l>idpley^d  his  golden  o^stiPM*  . 
His  daily  raM  he  lia#beiiNi 
Towards  the  gleeffng  wegf ; 
0’tr  the  watert  of 

H^s  he  shed,  ^ 

While  tbe.  spar||^  ,1^lioiif^  lei{i 
From  out,  their  liquid  bed. 


In  pover^,  hunger,  and  difll 
And  st^,  with  a  voice  of  dolorous  pitch. 


She  aang  the  song  of  the  shirt  i 

Woih,  #ork,  work,  . 

While  the  cock  is  crowing  aloof; 
And:  work,  woik^ 


Set  where  b^ght'AnroHl  twines 
Her  tfimses  roudd  be^ 

As  the  rugged  lofty  pines 
Wiih  admiration  bow; 

Dewy  mists,  in  apoftiye  play, 
Thgir  gUtt’ring  veils  unfold— 
Like  nappy  s piiHs .flee  Itray 
In  tints  of  molten  gold. 

Gentle  aephyrs  float  virnond. 
And  mnrmViog  surges  meet. 
Blending  their  notes' df  sound 
In  inusic  mild  and  sweet. 

How  the  grateful  bosom  bni  ns 
With  wonder  and  with  love. 
As  the  soul  in  rapture  turns 
To  brighter  scenes  above. 


Till  theatiwk  shine  through  the  roof. 

It’s  oh  I  to  be  a  slave, 

Alon  g  with  the  barbarous  Turk, 
Where  w'Ottian  has  never  a  soul  to  siivef 
If  this  is  Christiau  work  1 

Work,  work,  work. 

Till  the  brain  begids  to  swim! 

Work,  work,  work, 

Till  the  eyes  are  heavy  qnd  dim  1 

Seam,  .and  gusset,  and  ba^d— 
Band,  and  gusset,  and  seain, 
rill  over  the  button  1  fall  asleep, 

And  sew  0iem  in  a  dream  1 

Oh  men,  with  sisters  dear  I 
Oh  men,  with  motherl  and  wives! 

It  is  not  linen  you’re  wearing  out, 
Buthuman'ereatures’  UvesI 
'  Stitch  1  stitch  1  stitch  1 
In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt  j 
Sewing  at  once,  with  double  ^read, 

A  shroud  as  f^ell  as  akhirt  I 


Minet’s  Sdng. 

Wordd  by  Henry  Howard  Paul. 

To  California  I  have  come. 

To  dig  for  precious  ore. 

The  menntains  all  abound  with  it. 

The  rivers  swell  wjth  more. 

On  treasure  bent  is  every  squl. 

We  labour  young  and  old  ; 

Our  search  by  day,  our  dreams  by  night 
And  ail  for  shining  ddld. 


Happy  days  of  Childhood. 

I’ve  wander’d  oft  in  childhood. 

With  playmates  blithe  and  gay, 
O’er  flow’ry  mead  and  xneadowv 
And  gather’d  sweets  of  May ; 
We’ve  sported  ’neath  the  elm-tree, 
That  grew  Wide  our  cot 
Oh,  the  happy  days  of  childhood 
Can  never  be  forgot. 

Hoy  well  1  can  rbmember 
,  The  sports  we  us’d  to  play,^ 

So  dear  are  they  to  memory, 

It  seems  but  yesterday ; 

And  oft  1  iniort  in  fancy 
Within  the  self-same  spot 
Oh,  the  happy  days  childhood 
Can  never  be  forgot. 

And  oft-Hmes  in  my  alumber, 
Methinks  that  I  am  near 
Those  ever  fond  belov’d  ones, 

In  childhood’s  home  so  dear  ; 

But,  waki[ng  from  my  slumber. 

How  chang’d  I  find  my  lot 
Oh,  the  days  of  happy  childhood 
Can  never  be  forgot. 

Then  bless  the  steps  of  childhood,  . 

And  let  their  sports  be  gay. 

That  they,  at  least  in  memory. 

May  live  to  bless  the  day 
When  they  were  hlythe  and  happy, 
In  palace  or  in  cot,*^  . 

Oh,  tne  days  of  happy  childhood 
Ctth  never  be  forgot. 


My  cabin’s  made  of  sycamore. 
Beneath  an  old  oak  tree. 

And  through  the  laitice^roof  of  branch] 
The  moon  looks  down  bn  me. 

The  stars  all  twinkling  in  their  blue. 
Unnumbered  and  untold^ 

Appear  while  gleaming  in  their  vaults. 
Like  winking  bits  of  gold. 

This  mining  life  is  deuced  hard. 

Ah  me  t  I’ll  fall  a  wreck  ; 

For  oftentimes  I  have  to  work  I 

In  water  to  ray  neck. 

In  skins  I  go  all  muffled  Up, 

At  hom.e’twould  make  you  stare; 

Instead  of  looking  like  a  man, 

I  look  more  like  a  bear. 


Mother,  he’s  going  away» 

[Music  at  Duff  and  Hodson^t.1 

i 

Sure,  now,  what  are  you  erving  lb» 
Nelly  ?  V 

Don’t  be  blubbering  there  like  a  fool. 
With  the  weight  of  the  grief,  faith,  L 
tell  ye, 

Ye’ll  break  down  the  three-legged 
stool. 

I  suppose  you’re  crying  for  Barney, 
But  don’t  b’lieve  a  word  that  he’d 

«ay. 

He  tells  nothing  but  big  lies  Ablarnej^ 
Sure  you  know  how  he  served  poor  Katf 
Kearney, 

**  But  mother!”— .<•  Oh,  bother  I** 
But,  mother,  he’s  going  away  • 
And  I  dream’d  t’other  night,. 

Of  his  ghost  all  in  white, 

Oh,  mother,  he’s  going  away.” 

”  If  he’s  going  away  all  the  better. 
Bless’ d  hour  when  he’s  out  ofong 
sight. 

There’s  one  comfort  you  can’t  get  » 
letter 

For  yes  neither  can  read  nor  egn  writ^ 
Why  ’twaeonly  last  week  you  proteatedj 
When  he.ooUrtadfat  Biddy  Macrae/ 
That  Hiesight  of  the  scamp  you  detested 
W^id  abuse  veure  your  io.<gue  nevet 
rested.” 

”  But  motlier  I”— ”  Oh,  bother  P 
•*  But  mother  he’s  going  away  ; 
And  I  droam’d  that  hit 
W’alk’d  round  my  bed-post, 

Ob|  mother  he*t  going  auny.” 


ProTisiOnt  too,  observe  the  price, 
And  pass  the  story  round— 

For  salted  beef  you  only  pay 
A  guinea  for  a  pound. 

And  good  potatoes-i-why  to  scare  ? 

O,  don’t  forsake  us  now ;  .. 

The  Irish  mioefs  if  you  do. 

Will  ki«k  up  such  a  row. 


Rising  Sun. 

9Mude— at  Davidson’s.] 

On  a  reeky  cUff  I  stood, 

And  the  ocean  wash'd  ita  base, 
A  prospebt  ’broad  and  good* 

The  gratefdl  eye  emi  trace ; 
Not  a  cloud  obscured  the  sky, 
The  dawn  was  bright  and  fair  ; 
Nature  slumb ’ring  seem’d  to  lit 
'tlflrnftl’d  by  the  air.,, 


Society  is  drolly  mixed— 

About  the  mints  at  sabtk 
Art' Reagans,  Tkiikeet,  JLinakaa, 

Aud  heVe  and  "there  a  Turk. 

Tour  bosom  friend  rpay  be  if  Swede, 

A  CMnese  or  a  l^ot^ 

Whese  langaagt  differing  from  your 


Ton  talk^^jou  know  not  what. 


And  nn'er  «f  idf  wm  ^ 

ChM'd  pleMure  with  a  flowing  •Ml, 
TiU  Kit^oiie^y»*»  V^WPf* 

Was  token  iHp 

Upon  •  cold.MMit|l|ii|f  ^ 
Romoiity  toiktto  Mi  Mnomofit 
IiitoinrUliintihit  F7rrr”^r”‘* 

One  night,  without  health,  food,  oi 

Upon  thfSJSSknd,  to  oemfoilloet*, 
Be&ought.Mi  wondering  «!•»  ^re 
twigi^g 

Eitherihif^ewft.  5 


Hfl  ewore  Jnrfr  >hn4  toMen 
•  And  never  wiwlklltoiwi  : 

When  a  h««  we 

«« Yon  SSridnd*— Wdi* 

•Twat  Jaekrl-4ie 

.Then  ha«teniSttoh«»*<oo«*if*«""%^ 
He  banUhM  all  her  carjw  t 

HU  chadfwMa.lae,.^^^^^|«•• 

Bid  Joy  agrt^rtnry^ _ 

While  Naniy  ciUd— ’•  rto  trjdyntoiW^ 


LoS*d  on  the  moon,  and^thoufchtof 
Naney* 

Round  w«iSS:OtnA 
While  tender  wUheafiU’deaehfan^.* 
And  when,  in  turn,  it  came  to  »«» 

1  heaved  a  sigh,  and  toaitcd  rrancy# 

Next  mom  a  etorm  came  on  at  four. 

At  MX  the  elemehu  in  motoon, 
Plunged  me  and  three  p^r  eador*  more 
Headlong  within*  the  foamUg  oocMd 
Poor  wretc&erl  they  «•©«  tound  t^ir 
giavea  s  I8n 

For  me-UrW  be  o^f 
ButlpTe  seem’d  to  forbid  ^ 

To  ■natch  me  from  the  armsof  Nancy « 

Scarce  the  foul  hurricane  h^  Scar’d, 
^^ce  wind*  and  wave*  had  ceased 
to  rattle, 

,  When  a  boW  enemy  appear  d>  ^ 
And,  danntteea,  we  prepared  ipi 


From  erimeaJi^  Bane  pwn  '■“» 

TourrriS^'tfeeds  hroaght  thia  dia. 

And  l.-BeSreto-morrem 

Will  aneteh, you  to  another  place!” 

<«ThenI  a»lo.t-^I 

Cried  Kit» and  on  hi*  l^ee* 

“Why  I”  cried  the  sprite,  I  m  not 
the  devil !—  •» 

But  Peggy,  comet©  pay  yoiir4elM 

Hcclasp’o  her  hand*  Peg  )ws«<m^ied*r 
And  fet-  tutaM  out  an  hoM»t..m»n* 


To  see  his  love  again#  | 

Tiie  otoisii  camc  on,  each  rag  aboard 
Was  into  tatters  rent ; 

Xhc  rain  through  every  crcnce  pour  d. 
Ad  fear’d  th#  dread  event  I  , 

The  .pumps  were  chok’d  I  their  awful 
doom 

Seem’d  aura  at  erery  atraiA; 

Bach  tar  deipalr’d— e*en  griton* 

Td  aaohU  love  again. 

«r>ie  lei^  was  stopp’d  I  tho  windi  grew 
dull; 

The  billows  ceas 


The  leak  was  Btopp 

i»d  to  roar ; 

AnVihe  tom  »*»>?• 

In  safety  reach’d  the  shore.  _ 
<;roa  d»  ran 

The  storm  had  r^’d  m  va^ 

And  gallant  Tom,  with  true  dehght, 

gfetteldhU  love  again*  _ _ 

Sweet 

who  fld»  would  wifW, 

*ttet  Me  trU«  ^  ■*jg‘**5*J^ 

««• 

•ewe.  x.« 

HertWweto 

•jid  dli  her  petient  eerM^ 
dliae  Mr  tc  deepest 


Dearly  m  life  aho  loow 
Ana  hU  name  waa  I 
iaihand»toae«,llto  I 
Peg,  in  the  dismale. 
Kit  toWhee^MM^ 
AM  ewe**  ^'t**  " 


Jidt’s  dbconriks; 

^  •  dlieoT*ry  sorib 
For  many  J 

be  iMDd  Mt, 
Ukt  tbow  1m  Ma4«  whem  1m 


'knpflA'  fk<M.  (MMiMMar 

'•»****,  ..-H-oJ? 

Aat^UMTMnh*  ha*  Mi«t  m% 
AiWMHiMM.taiHwte  .ha  tUm^-  '  ^ 
'nwMVMi^.MibaMnewcrate!:!  »-  '£ 
^f**AjrMarf  that  ffawtel;  ftaira)t< 
■•iMital'IhalMnk,  aalMgaAilHMKi 
AndiMtlM  flwdi,  aiil»nai|f»)iyMa> 

"  ahl  tow. 

Wldla  saatiif  rn  ihii  ipill  Mia  «MhH»- 
OfahlTHMat  wanArfnMbfMwttk^ 
Hia  NhMjr  riifbtaiiei'hteanM^^r'iI 

BK-aMlAw  dkC' 

Inmmd'  to-  toa«,  tMMaMdrMltedb, 
TMght<fMta  tlteMto*ar!WtetMMr«Mbi 
•MtelHito  w<UBi)ttapten<Ate*taC 
■** ^Aaa  taaf  an !  laiaame  avermorab^ 
Atauataaiit  a«i*V  iH'a4<liiti#ii|%Mi|i 
"  Idy  chiHlrdtf,'*diriM 
*rrhaie 

The  hand  af  fitoHdaiute W«lM- 
Whoaa  hMlani  ^«KMaMM’Wbti<K 
Par  ih«M  Yt^'  <uec»iai<«i^1blMiN. 
Cmttilltha  Utai^Mi 
Arid  ib«w^tea«1aW«M-’'««Ut«4i«  ” 


Htefifei  «»»•"  *!•  Ti!***“^ 

BMC  M  ikhta  Ik*  atte  lo  «•(>, 
B«t  oaM  aito.  moi^  *1“^^  itow— 
Bawi<l-wm  tnckto,'  aaS  ctaiw  cap. 

Bap4W>4l>M  ^MHiyAaaitarMtoa 
Ca  elaaalp  «M.  haf  lfc«,ww(»®if>’<  s 
Whan  ha  aw*  Mater  MiYiYaot  >a  graca. 
Bat  Mteaapoaad  waUitMterqrtoi 
J|i;twb#t  *lbov«  «vtry  thing  btskle 
PM  mntt  fniMuil j  diipl 

Ko  pfMM  dtd  alM  wM^rto  liMn 

WHangh  of  keys* 
TlMFlloliOi  MOfwm  wc^lftm^ng 
’•I  rMkdOMctOitiMMiSllWs 
B#r  ktndUkoioliiof  4mmnm^  4mm^m  things 


Tho  mUfort^ot  woMdinliit  •wcoC 
Idtcl  iAin  so  kthdp 

Moro  doai  to  lim  hMkiiimy  Koncy. 

All  trot  koBotc  tarsltfoikcir  doty  of 

Thdr  eoontry  and  king ihty  dofeodp 
They  spore  foet,  they  lovo  honootp  mod’ 
iievor  di^pen 

FiroM  Iheir  post  or  o  Pidtoo  ood  ^ 

not  oowy  woreineir  oooroge  ad  oept  op 
by  love* 

They’d  liidul||e  in  tbO  generous  foney! 
TheyM  fight  like  the  lion^  fi>rgiTe  like 
the  dovop 

Ifp  like  me,  they’d  o  wife  such  ot 
Kency, 


Hm  o^en  co^>o  ridieole. 

JUct#  Hkhffidienle,  Joek  Midc  Cehoscp 
He  wMTd  eeeh  'gii||l  who  iiseh  tMag^ 
MighMsoee  the  itooMfe  iik  hepped. 

No  modkiogerte  htow  her  tieee* 

1  Ull yoO^hol,  FOU  ;-^Ffibe  kind, 

If  yoo’ll'hot  choage  your  eourie/* 
cried  Jteke 

••  Wheo  eeieeit  Won’t  go  ^ert  the  wind^ 
We  make  ’em  try  npoa  a  lack ; 
Doose  yemr  fallAU,  take  op  and  mend, 
With  afl  this  stuff  enrl  nonsense  part ; 
>o  every  one  wjll  he  yopr  ^rirnd. 

And  you’ll  secure  a  constant  hearta” 
Foil  keek  the' hlnt^  reefM  in  horeerla,**- 
Neewsdest  Oonkerhidf  so  prim^ 
Anderith  bor  Jairk  weetJiiiT^d  lilh'e  galea, 
Hearn# to  ner-^e  tree  to  hnu  % 

For  faithful  love  gave  up  her  praoOe* 
Sooa  aes  a  fashioir  notwtHe.eetamon, 
Gaiai*d«epf  each  worthy  wife  the  thanks. 
And  Jack  dieeoverM~hrgoo#l  WomaD* 


le  tree-bom  Nona. 

Te  free-bom  sons,  Britannia’s  boast. 
Film  as yoorrocka-iorrdtiAded  coast; 

Ye  sov’vhigat  of  the  an; 

On  evVy  shore  where  salt  tides  roll. 
From  cait  to  west,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Fair  conndast  celebi ales  yoar  nanse, 
WitnesStf  aloud  by  wood* rii^  Fame, 
The  lads  that  would  be  free* 
Mistake me  not  ,  my  hearta  of 
I  acorn,  with  Liberty  to  joke. 

Ye  aov’reigns  of  the  sen  ; 

Assist,  nidMild  yonrchurch  and  atate^ 
Your  great  men  good,  year  good  meo 
great 

Awe  all  abroad,  at  home  ofitte,. 

And  jolly  join  in  faction’s  spite. 

Then,  then,  my  friends yoa’re  free! 


At  the 

llii  coomry.'ua  Elt 

ir,t>-it:»£i  ft,a 


The  Wife. 

As  a  sailor’s  all  one  as  a  piece  of  the 
ship. 

So  ray  wife  is  a  piece  of  myself : 

Wh  em  the  same  Msetrit^  paPtake  the 
sane  flip. 

And,  wer'c  it  worlda,  the  should  keep 
aff  ray  petT. 

AN  her  wisher  are  mlflie';  waiihnve  only 
one  hearty 

CMr  maxim,  oileH;il«aanrav  ene  fat^y. 

Not  eeeans  our  love  for  a  mbment can 
part,  V 

For  1  always  am  present  wNh  Nancy* 

When -leagues  far  Khd  sHda.  for  my 
ctNnfbrt  and  use, 

If  I  waot  to  examine  my  chest. 

What  dkllght  to  my  hentt'doea  the  rfiin* 
*  mage  prodM, 

When  I’m  rock*d  ‘in  ihy  hammock  to 
ram! 

The  ennHnIa  nnit  coraCmiet  iw  tidily 
placed,' 

Uanl  her  tanglit  to  my  hPiert  and  my 
iMMy; 

And  llM^mecAlee  anff'  jMpptmifii  her 
ic|eH  hnvojnmM^ 

Qecll  my  anal,  taLYm-Mbing  hut 
N  aocy . 


RndWM  w  '*my>mSn!S^„ri 


■’»»'¥iAaWf;“  II  »T- 
VarMmPMiH'yM'te  Mr 

.^yMMfacctakt? nctr'  wH 

awwp-jBeiMi^wmRwwheii|p 

*  y*  "r*"**M**  »’«*w 


In  ceu  w^rt  flve  In^iy 
ior  wiiit  and  woe 
At  hHT  cotitins'go,  * 

Att4  id>  and  p«ac€  ffacurn*  . 

^  Merrily*  roll*i  ttk 

tiir  is  the  miller's  dsaghter  IQO, 

With  her  locks  of  golden 
WTli  her  iiiighinf 

St|ll  better  is  she  tlisn  fair.  . 

She  ^th  lightened 
With  her  winning  e^hile  i 
And  if  heart  was  sd4^ 

Let  her  sing  the  song, 

He  hath  loved  to  lobg,  * 

And  tli^miUer’i heart  Is  glail^ 

Merrily  rolls,  dtc* 


The  Blighted  Flower. 

1  hirf  a«ow«r  Wilkin  my 

•'1  ,|Ottl^«d>  M  •¥* 

"care*  . 

Rick  Ui  ewh  ,.cbap.  Of,  »»ture>  nwn 
,  dU^dng, 

Of  lints  narivallM,  aqd  of  fragrai^e 
rare. 

In  an  evil  hour  there  came  aboqt  my 
dwelling 

One  who  hgd  bligl^ted  many  a  flower 
before;  .  .  ' 

He  saw  my  gem—  all  other  dowers  ex¬ 
celling*  ■ 

He  smiled  upon  it,  and  it  bloom'd 
no  more. 

Next  day  1  found  It  wither’d  &  Regraded* 

Cast  by  the  spoilef  carelessly  away  J 

Its  freshness  gone— its  varied  beauties 
faded, 

Despis*d,forsaken, hastening  to, decay. 

Vainly  I  strove  the  faded  flower  to 
chetish  ; 

Nought  now  remains  erf  what  was  once 
so  dear  ; 

Only  with  life  can  fond  remembrance 
perish. 

Or  cease  to  flow  the  unavailing  tear. 


lyif  Mrr,  the  flovHig  Maia. 

[Music — at  Darldtdtt'iil 
mIb.  the  mate,  the  flowteg  m A, 
W%KW  prohdly  iiWi  Victoria'^  llect^ 
!S!htaiain»the  main,  Is  Freedom's,  strain: 

ev’ry  mice  the  lay  repeat ! 
OTmcarliDg  seas,  with  fresh'ning  hre««. 
Roll  playful  onward  to  she  shore; 

sweet  the  scene  when  all  serene; 
How  direful  wheokhe  billows  -roar  » 
'She  main,  the  main,  the  flowing' main, 
Wliere  proudly  rides  Victoria  saeei— 

2rhe main,  the  main, isFreedom’s  strain ; 
Let  er’ry  voice  the  lay  repeat. 

t^rAf^ndihe  waves  resound 


The  Dx^axn  of  tioiirc, 

[Muaie-*ak  D’Almaine  and  Ca’a.} 


When  time  hath  her  sift  thee. 

When  time  hath  bereft  then, 

Of  charms  now  divine. 

And  youth  ?hall  have  left  thee 
Not  beauty  be  thine. 

When  the  roses  shall  vanish 
That  circle  me  now. 

And  the  thorn*  thou  Wouldst  banish 
bhall  prrss  on  iby  brow; 

In  the  hour  of  thy  sadness 
l*hou'U  tliink  upon  me. 

But  the  thought  shall  be  madness, 
Decet^^,  \o  thee. 

When  he  who  could  turn  thee 
From  viriiic  and  fame, 

Shall  leave  tliee,  and  spurn  thee, 
To  sorrow  and  shame, 

When  by  him  thus  requitevl, 

Tljy  brain  shall  be  siucg, 

Thy  hopes  shall  be  blighted, 

Thy  bosom  be  wrung  ; 

In  the  depth  of  thy  sadness 
Thou’ll  think  upon  me, 

But  the  thought  shall  be^madness, 
Deceiver,  to  thee. 


Bonny  English  Rose. 


I  Music— at  Wiiuamss.i 

Old  England's  emblem  is  ike  Rose,  I 
Tbore  is  no  other  lloiwer  I 

JHath  fcalt  Ike  beauties  that  adorn 

'■*  Tkl*  beauty  of  ike  bower, 

Aad  Eogland's  daogklers  are  as  fair 
As  any  bud  that  blows— 

What  son  of  her’s  who  has  not  loved 
-Some  benny  Epgliak  Rose. 

•Who  hath  not  heard  of  one  sweet  flower, 
Tlie  first  sni-ng  'he  fair, 
tfor  whose  welfare  a  British  heart 
Hath  ..eatheda  fervar.t  prayer f 
0  !  may  it  never  be  her  lot 

lose  that  sweet  repose— 

list  peace  of  mind— Whiek  blesses  now 

Cfo  bonny  English  Rose. 

H  any  bold  enough  ihere  be 

To  war  'gainst  England  s  Isle, 
ja,^,oon  shall  find,  for  British  hearts. 

charms  hath  woman  s  smile.  ] 
Urns  nerved,  the  thunder  o(  their  arms 
WoiOi  teach  aspiring  foes, 

«owd«^. the  power  thwdefie. 

M^^wnoy  E«gl‘»li  Hose. 
Moiffiavlb^.devreed  her  to  the  throne, 
'Twill  be’the  nation's  prayer, 
cut  j<»*  she  yet  heth  known 

H«r  hcwrtlmay  ever  share , 

.  -..v,  -...  loon  light  up  her  brow. 


Speak  of  a  naan  as  you  find 
him. 

[Muric— at  May's.] 

Let  us  ppesdt  of  a  mau  as  we  and  him. 

And  censure  alone  what  wc  fee; 

And  should  a  man  blame,  Id’s  lemind 
him. 

That  from  rice  there  are  none  of  ns 
free* 

If  the  veil  from  the  he  art  could  be  torn. 
And  the  mind  epuM  be  read  on  the 
brow, 

There  are  many  we’d  pass  by  with  scorn, 

[  Whom  weVe  l«»adiug  with  high 
honours  now,. 

Let  us  speak  of  a  man  as  we  find  him, 
Aud  heed  not  what  oth«is,i«»y  say. 
If  he's  frail,  then  a  kind  word  will  bind 
him 

When  cold£.ess  would  turn  him  away. 

I  For  the  heart  must  be  baireo  indeed. 
Where  no  of  fvpehtaucc  can 

Then  pause  ere  you  cause  it  ’ob’etd  ; 
Ou  »  smile,  oi  a  irvWft,  uana*  «• 


Merrily  goes  tlie  Mill. 

[Music— at  Jefferys  and  Co'i  j 
kferrily  goes  the  mill-stream  on, 
Merrily  goes  the  mill— 

And  merry  to-niglii  shall  be  my  song. 
As  ever  the  gay-lark’s  trill. 

While  the  stream  shall  flow,  - 
And  the  mill  sh;dl  ^ 

And  my  garners  are  bravejy  stored  S 
Come  all  who  will, 

There’s  a  welcome  still, 

At  the  joyful  miller’s  board.  ■, 

Well  may  the  miller’s  heart  be  light— 
Well  may  bis  aong  be  gay 
For  the  rich  man’s  smile;  and  the  poor 
men’s  pray’r,, 

Have  been  hi*  for  many  a  day 
And  they  bleas  <he  oaatv 
Of  tee  ttiltef  1  )«uio 


still  pjay;^  - 

«l1iftojfift;jf,EngUsk  R«»e, 

•.ueatb  ">*T  *J*" 

Where  skp.*-"^!!  hMclf 

,r!ra.o%,trou..hore 

ftiv  o**n«« 


We  were  Doys  together. 

[Muaio— >at  DaTidton’i'.] 

WB  were  boys  together, 

And  nerer  can  forget 
The  school- house,  near  the  heather. 

In  childhood  where  we  met ; 

Nor  the  green  home,  to  mem’i^  dear. 
Its  sorrows  and  its  joys, 

Which  call’ d  the  transient  smile  or  tear, 
When  you  and  1  were  boys. 

We  were  youths  toother. 

And  castles  built  in  air ! 

Tour  heart  was  like  a  feather, 

While  mine  was  dash’d  with  care ! 
To  you  came  wealth  with  manhood’s 
prime. 

To  me  it  brought  alloys, 

Ne’er  imag’d  in  the  primrose  time. 
When  you  and  I  were  boys. 

We’re  old  men  together. 

The  friends  we  lov’d  of  yore, 

With  leaves  of  autumn  weather, 

Are  gone  for  ever  more ! 

How  bless’d  to  age  the  impulse  giv’n. 
The  hope  time  ne’er  destroys. 
Which  led  our  thoughts  from  earth  to 
heav’n, 

When  you  and  I  were  boys* 


The  Banks  of  Clyde. 

Wdrds  by  A.  Park. — ^Music  by  Brocas* 

HOW  sweet  to  rove  at  summer’s  eve 
By  Clyde’s  meandering  stream. 
When  Sol  in  joy  is  seen  to  leave 
The  earth  with  crimson  beam. 
When  island  clouds  that  wander’d  far. 
Above  his  sea-couch  lie, 

And  here  and  there  some  gem-like  star 
Be-opes  his  sparkling  eye. 

1  see  the  insects  gather  home. 

That  loved  the  evening  ray; 

And  minstrel  birds  that  wanton  roam. 
Now  sing  their  vesper  lay: 

All  hurry  to  their  leafy  beds 
Among  the  rustling  trees. 

Till  mOrn  with  new-born  beauty  sheds 
Her  splendour  o’er  the  seas. 
Majestic  seem  the  barques  to  glide. 
As  night  creeps  o’er  the  sl^. 

Along  the  sweet  and  tranquil  Clydh, 
And  charm  the  gazer’s  eye ; 

While  spreading  trees  with  plumage 

gayt 

Snule  vernal  o’er  the  scene. 

And  all  is  balmy  as  the  May,— 

All  lovely  and  serene. 


Bockaway. 

[Music — at  Davidson’s.] 

On  old  Long  Island’s  sea-girt  shore. 
Many  an  hour  I’ve  whil’d  away. 

In  list’ning  to  the  breakers’  roar, 

That  wash  the  beach  at  Kockaway; 
Transfix’d  I’ve  stood  whilenature’s  lyre 
In  one  harmonious  concert  broke, 
And  catching  its  Promethean  fire, 

My  inmost  soul  to  raptiire  woke. 

Oh,  on  old  Long  Island’s,  &c. 

Oh.  how  delightful  ’tis  to  stroll 
Whero  murm’ring  winds  and  waters 
meet. 

Marking  the  billows  as  they  roll 
And  break  resistless  at  your  feet  I 
To  watch  young  Iris  as  she  dips 
Her  mantle  in  the  sparkling  dew. 
And,  chas’d  bjr  Sol,  away  she  trips 
O’er  thehorixon’a  quiv’ring  blue. 

Oh,  on  old  Long  Island’s,  Ac. 

To  hearthe  starlight  night- winds  sigh. 
As  dreamy  twilight  lulls  to  sleep ; 
While  ^e  i^e  moon  reflects  from  ni^ 
Her  image  in  the  mighty  deep* 


'  Majestic  scene,  where  nature  dwells, 
Pvofouud  in  everidating  love. 
While  her  unmeasur’d  music  swells 
The  vaulted  firmament  above. 

C\  on  old  Long  Island’s, 


Turn  on  Old  Time. 

[hfusio— at  Cramer  and  Co’s.] 

TURN  on  old  Time,  thine  hour-glass. 
The  sand  of  life  may  stay.; 

Quick  I  let  the  gold-grain’d  moments 
pais, 

’Tis  they  all  debts  must  pay. 

Of  what  avail  are  grief  andtears. 

Since  life  which  came  must  go  T 
And  brief  the  longest  tide  of  years. 

As  waves  that  ebb  and  flow. 

Stay,  fleeting  Time,  thine  hour-glass. 
The  tide  of  life,  oh,  stay ! 

Nor  let  the  golden  moments  pass 
Like  worthless  sand  away. 

For  him,  oh !  be  there  many  years. 
Apart  from  ev’ry  woe  ; 

The  blue  serene  which  heaven  wears, 
When  waves  scarce  ebb  and  flow. 

Despite,  old  Time,  thine  hour-glass. 
Turn  quickly  as  it  may. 

His  sand  of  life  not  yet  will  pass. 

If  he  my  wish  obey. 

Of  life  there  are  full  happy,  years. 

If  well  the  die  we  throw, 

For  May-day  smiles  and  autumn  tears, 
Are  waves  that  ebb  and  flow. 


It  is  not  form,  it  is  not  face. 

[Music— at  Chappell  and  Co’s.] 

IT  is  not  form,  it  is  not  face. 

Nor  charms  which  they  convey. 
Howe’er  replete  with  outward  grace 
That  hold  an  inward  sway,— 

In  manner,  feeling,  and  in  mind; 

Are  spells  that  oft  Impart 
A  magic,  which  the  soul  can  bind 
While  it  subdues  the  heait ! 

The  beam  that  plays  upon  the  cheek. 
That  in  the  eye  doth  dwell. 

If  lighted  up  by  thought,  can  speak 
What  words  can  never  tell. 

And  one  deep  sigh,  with  feeling  blest, 
A  fonder  love  hath  won, 

Than  all  that  ever  left  the  breast 
Of  thousands  who  have  none. 


Yes,  I  have  dared  to  love 
thee. 

YES,  I  have  dared  to  love  thee, 

Cold  and  senseless  though  I  seem. 

And  sweet  have  been  the  phantasies 
Of  this,  my  heart’s  first  dream. 

The  sun  does  not  a  brighter  beam 
On  all  creation  pour. 

Than  that  which  now  lights  up  the  mind 
Where  all  was  dark  before. 

Alike  he  shines  on  bill  and  dale. 

On  valley,  mount,  and  sea ; 

And  as  he  is  to  one  of  these, 

Thon’rt  even  that  to  upie. 


’Twas  not  tbylidf^y  that  tnU^l’i, 
And  yet  that  form  Ufair ; 

The  painter’s  eye  would  love  l^4wellj 
On  all  fhe;gmce^  th^.  ^ 

It  was  thy  mental  ieYelJ&tit  4  . 

That  bound  my  soul  to  thine ; 

And  made  me  dream  of  happiness^ 
Oh,  can  it  e’er  be  mime  f 

Thy  magie  tones  have  lorcd  me. 

Into  paths  before  untrod. 

And  led  my  wandering  spirits  baek^ 
A  captive  to  iu  God. 

Tes,  still  this  lonely  heart  must  love. 
Even  I  knew  not  how  well. 

Until  the  blight  of  siekness 
On  thy  youthfol  beauty  fell. 

I  thought  ’twas  admiration, 

And  esteem  I  felt  before. 

Bat  then  I  knew  1  loved. 

And  in  that  hour  I  loved  thee  mom; 

Then  chide  me  not,  if  I  confess 
My  heart’s  no  longer  free  I 

Thon  hast  made  me  love  thee,  lovely. 
Then  can  1  help  loving  thee. 


The  British  Lion  and  th^j 
Pope. 

GOOD  people,  pray  liiten,  I'll  tell  yov 
a  joke. 

What  was  tried  on  ns  English  by  tbf 
foolish  Pope, 

Who  sent  us  a  Bull,  oh  !  what  an  ok 
bloak !  i.' 

To  try  such  a  thing  in  Old  England,^ 
In  OldEngland  ’twill  never  go  down* 

Oh,  Cardinal  Wiseman,  you  must  be  a 


To  try  in  Old  England  to  wear  a  red^ 
hat. 

Who  would  think  a  Wiseman  so  foolish 
as  thnt. 

To  try  such  a  thing  in  Old  England* 

In  Old  England  ’twillnever  go  down; 

Oh !  Englishmen  all,  if  you  only  prova 
true. 

To  old  Nick  we  will  send  the  Pope  andi 
his  crew. 

For  if  once  they  bad  power  the  day  wd; 
should  rue. 

Oh!  shocking  bad  times  for  Old 
England,  1; 

In  Old  England  ’twill  never  go'down^ 

May  the  star  of  Freedom  soon  risa 
through  the  world. 

And  traitors,  and  despots,  from  power 
be  burled, 

While  we  keep  the  banners  of  Freedom 
unfurled, 

Sing,  hurrah! 


hurrah!  for  Old! 
England !  \ 

In  Old  England  ’twill  never  go  dowiUij 
Then  God  save  Victoria,  long  may  shtl 
reign !  ] 

Hurrah  !  for  Old  England!  again  tmd^ 
again;  i 

Lei  us  prove  to  the  world  that  we  stil] 
are  the  same,  j 

True  British  Lions  in  Old  England  ^ 
In  Old  ’twill  never  go  down|| 


